The  TOIKE  OIKE 


r 


Page  2 - The  Toike  Oike,  Vol  XCVIII  - Issue  VI,  February  2005 


ff) 

i 

* i.  ru^ 1 niKtr..-U 

* A - tc  Jn  ere  - 

ty  of  Toronto’s  iuaoar  H**spap*r  ftnc 

Volume  XCVIII  — Issue  VI  — February  2005 


B740  Sandford  Fleming 
10  King’s  College  Road 
Toronto  ON  M5S  3G4 

tel:  (416)  978-2917 
fax:  (416)  978-1245 
http://toike.skule.ca 
e-mail:  toike@skule.ca 


EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

David  Kobayashi 

COPYEDITOR 
PRODUCTION  MANAGER 

Paul  Dabrowski 
Jesse  Katz-Totton 

SENIOR  STAFF  WRITER 

Annie  Unnold 

STAFF  WRITERS 

Anthony  Apostoli 
Mei  Ling  Chen 
Sean  Hockin 
Anne  Lange 
Marin  Turk 
Alex  Wun 

CONTRIBUTORS 

Anton  Bassel 
Henry  Cheung 
D’arcy  Cooney 
Christopher  Doan 
Eli  Kirzner-Priest 
Daniel  Ly 
Luke  McKinney 
Lena  Schuck 
Praveer  Sharma 

CONTRIBUTING  ARTISTS 

Amit  Ahlawat 
Duncan  Keeley 
Dustin  Ladyshewsky 
Adam  Latour 
Todd  Reichert 
Peter  Suddard 

PRODUCTION  CONTRIBUTORS 

Phil  Lam 

PRINTER 
AD  PLACEMENT 

Weller  Publishing  Inc. 
Campus  Plus 

SPECIAL  THANKS 
Melissa  Apostoli 
Edmonton 

Control-Shift-B 

COLOPHON 

Did  you  know  that  the  ‘White  Album’  never  actually  had  a title?  People  just 
called  it  the  ‘White  Album’  because  it  was  an  easy  way  to  refer  to  the  record. 
On  that  note,  the  Toike  will  hence  forth  be  referred  to  as  “Awesome”.  I can 
hear  the  kids  now:  “Have  you  read  the  latest  copy  of  awesome?”  Ok,  ok,  back 
to  reality:  the  body  copy  is  set  in  Georgia,  and  the  headlines  in  Myriad. 

WHAT  HO? 

The  Toike  Oike  is  a covert  organization  committed  to  the  proliferation  of 
humour  at  the  University  of  Toronto.  It  is  our  mandate  to  insist  that  your 
education  is  NOT  about  your  career  so  much  as  it  is  about  shaping  your 
outlook  on  life  to  come.  So  lighten  up,  sit  back  and  have  an  iced  tea  (even  if 
it’s  cold  outside).  Our  ranks  are  filled  with  zealous  revolutionaries  from  both 
Engineering  and  Arts  & Science.  We  meet  every  month  on  the  Saturday  fol- 
lowing distribution.  Viva  la  revolution! 


DISCLAIMER 


The  radical,  ultra  left-wing  opinions  expressed  in  this  newspaper  do  not  nec- 
essarily reflect  those  of  the  Engineering  Society  or  the  University  of  Toronto. 
In  fact,  they  don’t  even  necessarily  reflect  the  opinions  of  the  writers.  If  you 
happen  to  find  any  of  the  material  within  these  pages  offensive,  do  not  try  to 
sue  us,  as  we  have  a crack  team  of  crackhead  lawyers  ready  to  bring  tha  pain. 
Sucka. 
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EDITORIAL 

A Note  On  Manners. 


When  I was  growing  up,  I was  told  that 
it’s  rude  to  put  your  elbows  on  the  table 
while  you’re  eating  a meal.  Now  that 
I’m  a little  older  and  a little  wiser,  I feel 
the  need  to  question  the  reasoning  be- 
hind this  etiquette. 

In  order  to  fully  understand  the  situa- 
tion, I conducted  some  research  on  the 
origins  of  the  kitchen  table.  As  it  turns 
out,  the  table  was  first  used  by  Count 
Chocula  in  the  early  1600’s  (no  relation 
to  the  famous  Count  Chocula,  though 
they  did  both  eat  off  tables,  so  they 
could  have  been  related).  A quote  from 
the  Count  explains  the  table’s  role  as 
an  excellent  surface  to  place  things  on 
while  you  eat. 

It  was  the  words  of  Count  Chocula  that 
confused  me.  If  the  table  was  meant  to 
place  things  on,  why  don’t  we  eat  the 
food  directly  off  the  table?  I don’t  think 


using  a plate  as  a middle  man  makes 
any  more  sense  than  not  being  allowed 
to  rest  your  elbows.  What’s  the  sense  in 
having  the  table  there  if  it’s  just  going 
to  tease  you?  It’s  a classic  case  of  “look 
and  don’t  touch”  and  I don’t  like  it  one 
bit. 

Perhaps  what  gets  me  is  that  the  table  is 
at  the  perfect  ergonomic  height  for  el- 
bow resting.  You  can  place  your  food  on 
your  lap  and  eat  it  from  there,  but  you 
can’t  say  the  same  for  your  elbows  can 
you?  Are  you  thinking  about  it  as  you're 
reading?  Come’on,  don’t  lie  - you  can’t 
hide  it  from  uncle  Davey. 

But,  I think  the  most  infuriating  thing 
about  this  situation  are  some  of  the 
other  decorations  people  choose  to  put 
on  their  kitchen  tables.  Have  you  ever 
seen  table  cloths  and  centerpieces  on 
top  of  somebody’s  table?  If  you  ask  me, 


rugs  and  flowers  belong  on  the  floor, 
and  elbows  belong  on  the  table. 

On  that  note,  does  anyone  have  an  ex- 
tra place  at  their  dinner  table  tonight?  _ 

The  White  Toike: 

If  there's  one  thing  that  makes  me 
proud  to  be  the  Editor  of  this  fine  pa- 
per, it’s  the  reputation  that  we’ve  built 
for  ourselves.  With  the  exception  of  our 
Frosh  issue,  we  haven't  put  our  mast- 
head on  the  cover,  and  yet  people  still 
know  what  paper  they’re  picking  up. 
Business  majors  call  this  “brand  recog- 
nition", but  I like  to  call  it  “wicked  awe- 
someness”. That’s  the  kind  of  technical 
term  that  you  don’t  learn  in  school. 


- David  Kobayashi 
Editor  in  Chief 
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Dear  Toike, 

Perhaps  you  can  provide  an  in- 
sightful response  to  my  dilem- 
ma. I have  a girlfriend,  she's 
small,  slim  and  sexy.  She  ar- 
rived on  my  door  steps  after 
I ordered  her  on-line.  I mean, 
its  not  wrong  to  have  a calcu- 
lator for  a girl  friend  right? 
After  all,  she  can  integrate, 
differentiate  and  do  a lot  of 
other  things  for  me  that  nor- 
mal girlfriends  can't. 

Anyways,  I need  to  get  her  a 
valentines  day  present.  Now,  I 
already  got  her  rechargable 
batteries  for  Christmas  so 
that  won't  work.  It  needs  to 
be  something  that  she  can  use 
and  can  show  my  love.  Do  you 
have  any  ideas? 

Thanks,  I really  do  appreci- 
ate it. 

yipyapcyberdude 


Your  calculator  might  have  satisfied 
your  needs  up  until  now,  but  we  at  the 
Toike  recommend  that  you  ditch  your 
current  calculator  for  a slimmer  tro- 
phy calculator.  After  all,  calculators 
are  disposable. 

Something  else  you  should  try  is  sit- 
ting in  your  room  and  calculating  by 
yourself.  You  might  like  it!  Some  peo- 
ple find  it  useful  to  calculate  in  groups 
with  their  friends,  while  others  prefer 
to  calculate  alone  with  a Kleenex  to  jot 
down  their  rough  work. 

Yo  guys. 

Were  those  letters  that  you 
published  last  month  real?  Or 
do  you  guys  just  make  this 
shit  up  to  be  funny? 

John,  MEK  0T8 

All  of  the  letters  that  we  print  are  bone- 
fide  Letters- [written  to]-the-Editor 
from  our  readers.  We  don’t  make  them 
up  because  it  wouldn’t  be  as  funny. 


S.A.D.  got  you  down? 
Come  write  for  the  Toike! 

Arts  & Science,  Engineering, 
Grad  Students,  Building  Staff, 
and  Professors  are  all 
welcome  to  contribute! 


The  Toike  Oike.  Come  out 
and  have  some  fun. 


Get  Involved  With  The  Toike  Oike! 


We’re  looking  for  new  staff  to  fill  our  ranks  next  year!  This  could  be  you! 

We  are  looking  for  a new:  Graphics  Editor  and  Distribution  Manager. 

For  more  details,  please  visit  http://toike.skule.ca  and  email  us  if  you’re  interested. 


Our  next  content  meeting  will  be  held  on: 

Tuesday,  February  l'1,  2005  @ 6:00pm  in  the  Sandford  Fleming  Atrium. 


Questions??  email  toike@skule.ca 
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NEWS 

BRIEFS 


CAMPUS  NEWSPAPER  WASTES 
ENTIRE  COVER 

UC  (Toike)  - University  College  news- 
paper The  Gargoyle,  with  an  estimated 
readership  of  approximately  7 students, 
wasted  an  entire  cover,  plus  large  quan- 
tities of  premium  content  space,  in 
their  January  issue.  Evidently  drawn 
by  a child,  a poor  facsimile  of  the  much- 
acclaimed  January  Toike  front  page 
graced  the  Gargolye’s  cover,  providing 
additional  free  publicity  for  the  Univer- 
sity’s premier  source  of  funny. 

Sources  within  The  Gargoyle  cite  a se- 
vere creativity  drought  as  the  cause  of 
the  mishap.  Other  speculation  centres 
on  severe  drug  abuse,  or  Seasonal  Af- 
fective Disorder  (SAD)  as  alternate 
possibilities. 

The  Toike's  readership  is  estimated  to 
increase  by  approximately  7 students 
as  a result  of  the  debacle. 


STUDENT  SERIOUSLY 
UNDERESTIMATES 
CONSEQUENCES  OF  NOT 
RETURNING  RENTED  VIDEO 


ANNEX  (Toike)  - After  Henry  Bartlett 
lost  the  movie  he  had  rented  from  an 
unnamed  blue-signed  video  rental 
chain,  he  expected  at  most  to  receive  a 
fine  and  a letter  of  reprimand.  When 
a black  SUV  with  tinted  windows  and 
the  words  “Rewind  or  Die"  pulled  up  in 
front  of  his  house,  however,  he  realized 
that  he  had  not  foreseen  the  pain  which 
was  about  to  befall  him.  Bartlett  claims 
that  he  was  dragged  from  his  shower 
out  into  the  van  where  he  was  beaten 
repeatedly  with  plastic  movie  rental 
cases  filled  with  rocks,  then  doused 
with  honey  and  released  into  bear 
country  to  fend  for  himself.  Although 
he  told  his  story  to  police,  the  record  of 
this  event  mysteriously  “disappeared,' 
as  did  all  of  Lieutenant  McDougal’s  late 
fees. 


STARBUCKS™  SETS  UP  STORE 
INSIDE  WOMAN'S  UTERUS 

WOMAN’S  UTERUS  (Reuters)  - After 
realizing  that  they  had  already  estab- 
lished franchises  on  every  street  corner 
in  North  America,  the  Starbucks  cor- 
poration decided  to  corner  the  market 
on  more  unconventional  locales  this 
past  month.  Barbara  Eubanks,  whose 
uterus  has  been  long  retired,  was  paid 
$3400  to  allow  a Starbucks  to  be  estab- 
lished within  the  most  precious  organ 
that  God  gave  her.  Despite  a few  burns 
to  her  inner  flesh  due  to  spilled  java, 
business  is  expected  to  thrive. 


We  don’t  follow  the  flow, 
we  create  it. 


Listen  to  Real  Radio. 


Juvenile  Lute  Camp  for  Troubled  Teens: 


Treatment  or  Torture? 


Frustrated  and  desperate,  parents  of  de- 
fiant teens  across  the  country  are  turn- 
ing to  what  they  see  as  the  only  choice 
left  open  to  them:  Lute  Camp.  Since  the 
turn  of  the  millennium,  the  highly  dis- 
turbing trend  of  sending  juvenile  delin- 
quents to  Lute  Camp  has  been  steadily 
increasing.  Last  year,  there  were  an 
estimated  5,700  juveniles  enrolled  in 
over  50  lute  camps  across  the  country. 
That  number  is  expected  to  rise  by  4% 
in  2005. 

But  why  Lute  Camp?  The  main  ratio- 
nale put  forth  by  proponents  is  that 
youth  who  get  into  trouble  simply  do 
not  understand  the  spiritual  connection 
between  food,  drink,  music,  and  merri- 
ment. They  are  too  socially  maladjusted 
for  counseling  and  can  only  be  helped 
by  first  breaking  down  their  self-erected 
emotional  barriers  with  intense  lute  mu- 
sic. However,  many  socialists  believe 
that  lute  camps  accomplish  nothing  and 
are  just  inhumane  torture.  “To  subject 
anyone  to  this  kind  of  treatment  is  cruel 
..  and  these  are  just  kids  that  we’re  send- 
ing off!"  comments  Dr.  Melissa  Gordon, 
a strong  opponent  to  lute  camps. 

Camp  Csaba  Bacci  is  one  of  the  larger 
camps  housing  over  150  teens  and  is 
also  one  of  the  most  controversially 
run.  During  The  Toike’s  visit,  a new 
busload  of  juveniles  was  greeted  by  the 
camp’s  director,  Maestro  Elvina  Hazam 
- a poet,  musician,  and  venomously  sa- 


distic by  reputation.  Dressed  in  velvet 
cloaks  with  gold-lace  trims,  the  maestro 
drew  nothing  but  scorn  from  the  new 
arrivals.  But  in  his  “welcoming"  speech, 
the  melancholy  vocals  of  the  maestro 
quickly  subdued  the  defiant  group.  He 
let  all  his  new  arrivals  know  that  they 
were  hated  by  him  and  would  learn  to 
return  his  hate,  but  threatened  that  they 
would  all  inevitably  come  to  love  his 
music.  “From  this  moment  on  you  will 
not  eat,  sleep,  or  shit  without  the  accom- 
paniment of  either  myself  or  one  of  my 
minstrels”,  chirped  the  maestro.  “What 
is  it,  maggot?"  he  questioned  cheer- 
fully, addressing  an  obviously  shaken 
young  man.  “Do  I please  you?  Do  I 
enchant  you?  Your  material  troubles 
don’t  belong  here,  maggot.  They  will  be 


replaced  with  laughter  and  merriment”, 
tittered  the  maestro.  At  that  point,  he 
began  leaping  and  weaving  amongst  the 
new  arrivals  - singing  a song  about  the 
ripening  of  some  kind  of  plum  in  spring. 
Some  boys  had  already  begun  desper- 
ately crying  for  home  and  their  mothers. 
For  others,  their  rebellious  fires  were 
clearly  dwindling.  Apparently,  everyone 
leaves  the  camp  as  nothing  but  a shell 
- filled  with  only  the  painful  desire  for 
more  lute  music,  this  uncontrollable 
yearning  has  been  widely  nicknamed 
“lute  lust"  and  is  a disturbing  mental  scar 
that  afflicts  all  those  released  from  this 
and  other  similar  camps. 

The  initial  reception  is  only  the  begin- 
ning of  weeks,  months,  or  even  years  of 


incarceration  in  a hellhole  reeking  of 
assorted  goat  cheeses.  “Inmates"  are 
subjected  to  various  physical  and  men- 
tal “disciplinary”  acts  on  a daily  basis. 
They  are  usually  performing  some  sort 
of  physically  arduous  task  such  as  carry- 
ing buckets  of  wine  up  and  down  stairs, 
embroidering  capes,  or  cracking  bowls 
of  pistachios  that  only  have  little  tiny 
sliver  openings.  All  this  takes  place  un- 
der the  constant  presence  of  Elvino  and 
his  minstrels  warbling  melodies  about 
red  wines,  white  wines,  vineyards,  and 
occasionally  grapes  destined  to  become 
wine.  “I’m  scared”,  admits  one  nervous 
young  man.  “Every  night,  I have  these ... 
dreams ...  that  fucking  maestro’s  always 
in  them ...  riding  towards  me  on  a white 
unicorn  with  that ...  that  lute  ...  I’m  so 
fucking  scared  ...".  The  most  feared  lo- 
cation in  the  camp  is  known  as  the  Circle 
of  Delight.  Inmates  are  thrown  into  the 
circle  as  punishment  for  failing  to  clap 
and  laugh  merrily  between  lute  melo- 
dies. The  circle  was  off  bounds  for  Toike 
reporters,  but  this  may  be  all  for  the  best 
since  rumours  say  that  even  a glimpse  of 
the  Circle  changes  you  forever. 

Dr.  Gordon  believes  that  the  use  of  lute 
camps  is  unjustified  punishment.  She 
leads  one  of  several  human  rights  groups 
that  have  lobbied  the  government  for  in- 
tervention in  the  matter  of  abolishing  all 
lute  camps.  To  date,  their  concerted  ef- 
forts have  fallen  on  tone-deaf  ears. 

-Alex  Wun 


Coca-Cola  Co.  Sends  $12.5  Million 
Of  Power-Aid  To  Tsunami  Relief 


ATLANTA  (CNN)  - For  the  thousands 
of  victims  affected  by  the  Asian  Tsu- 
nami disaster,  aid  is  on  the  way.  Early 
this  week  Chairman  and  CEO  Richard 
P.  Gateway  of  The  Coca-Cola  Company 
announced  that  the  world-wide  bever- 
age conglomerate  will  be  providing  the 
nations  suffering  from  the  catastrophe 
with  over  $12  Million  US  in  Power-Aid. 
In  line  with  the  World  Food  Program, 
Coca-Cola  hopes  to  replenish  the  car- 
bohydrates and  minerals  lost  during  the 
intense  activities  in  the  aftermath  of  the 
century’s  largest  natural  disaster. 

In  a press  conference  early  Monday, 
Gateway  declared  that  the  company’s 
sports  beverage  will  play  an  important 
role  in  rescuing  the  thousands  of  survi- 
vors in  Asia  from  dehydration  and  ach- 
ing muscles. 

“I  am  certain  that  Power-Aid’s  ‘Fuel  For 
Life’  Beverage  System  will  truly  live  up 
to  its  name  during  these  trying  times. 
As  the  head  of  this  effort,  I am  proud 
to  provide  the  aid  needed  to  quench  the 
thirst  of  thousands  of  mouths  from  In- 
dia to  Indonesia.” 

Executive  Vice  President  and  Chief  Op- 
erating Officer  Sheila  Moment  of  Coca- 
Cola  Asia  elaborated  on  the  company’s 
contributions,  stating  that  "the  thirsty 
thousands  are  in  dire  need  of  an  al- 
ternative to  water.  Afterall,"  Moment 
continues,  “it  was  water  that  took  away 
what  Power-Aid  will  give  back.” 

First  launched  in  the  early  nineties, 
Power-Aid  became  a popular  choice 
for  athletes  requiring  a supplement  for 
water.  Co-developer  and  Chief  Engi- 


neer Parvel  Dorcek  provided  a detailed 
account  of  the  benefits  of  the  thirst- 
quencher  from  Power-Aid  Laboratories 
in  Anaheim. 

“The  Power-Aid  formula  includes  B vi- 
tamins, carbohydrates,  and  fluids  nec- 
essary for  surviving  any  cataclysm,  all 
the  while  playing  an  essential  role  in 
energy  metabolism.  The  recent  events 
surrounding  the  Indian  Ocean  have 
proved  that  water  does  the  exact  op- 
posite.” 

Coca-Cola  hopes  that  not  only  will  its 
Power-Aid  save  the  lives  of  those  in 
need  of  a “quenching  to  the  extreme,” 
but  that  it  will  also  “shake  up  the  taste 
buds  with  full  force.”  All  seven  flavours 
will  arrive  in  India,  Sri  Lanka,  and  In- 
donesia by  the  week’s  end,  including  the 
famously  blue  “Berry  Blast."  However, 
Moment  announced  that  the  apple  and 
melon  flavoured  "Green  Squall”  will  be 
senfunnamed.  “Given  the  terrors  these 
people  have  undergone  during  the  last 
month,  the  last  thing  we  want  to  do  is 
upset  them  any  further  by  associating 
our  beverage  with  Mother  Nature." 

Last  week,  The  Gatorade  Company  do- 
nated $12  Million  US  in  cash  to  the  tsu- 
nami-effort. As  to  why  Coca-Cola  chose 
to  make  their  donation  in  liquid  canis- 
ters instead  of  liquid  capital,  Gateway 
answered:  “The  reason  is  simple.  You 
can’t  put  a price  on  thirst-quenching." 
In  a separate,  unrelated  announcement, 
Coca-Cola  declared  that  they  will  be 
canceling  production  of  the  Power-Aid 
brand  effective  immediately  as  a mea- 
sure of  cost-cutting.  1 

-D'arcy  Cooney 
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Strapped  for  $$$  ? 


Yea  YOU! 


Bank  turn  you  down  ?? 

NO  PROBLEM! 


Trussell  Boliver  s Crack  Emporium 
Scarborough  alleyways  (your  pick) 
Call  (416)  CRACK-HO,  ask  for 
Missy  or  Jeb  No  collect  calls. 


I will  give  you  solid  hard  cash  in 
exchange  for  your  solid  hard 
crack!  Just  bring  me  the  candy 
and  I’ll  give  you  the  $$$! 
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- Angel  hair 

Eight  balls 

■ Bazooka 
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• Benzedrine 
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Quinolone 

-Dime  bags 

...any  other  shit! 

He  Buckabee  ^ 

L_.r. 


He  Failed 
Writer 


ANOTHER 

JtIBEUW 


They  shoved  him  in  your  face. 
Well  shove  him  down  your  throat. 

Starring 

Judo  Law  Jodi  Law  Jude  Law  Jade  Law 

ud  Jodi  law  (u  lie  raics  cl  Lacy  Suckit) 

fcMri  ij  toq  India* 

lYlirimrv 

sorry.com/moreiuae 


PIckL 


Page  4 • The  Toike  Oike,  Vol  XCVIII  - Issue  VI,  February  2005 


AN  INVESTIGATIVE  STUDY  OF  SECRET  SOCIETIES 


BY  DETECTIVE  STUART  (JOTS 


TORONTO  - Since  the  early  epochs  of  human  history,  there  have  been  tales  of 
secret  societies  and  of  their  power  to  control  the  destiny  of  our  fateful  planet.  But 
the  Illuminati  and  the  Stonemasons  are  merely  folklore  and  exist  only  to  conceal 
an  even  greater  mystery.  Nestled  deep  in  the  catacombs  of  a small  hobby  shop, 
known  as  the  Games  Parlour,  exists  an  age-old  legion  of  geeks  with  their  sights 
set  on  global  domination.  They  call  themselves  The  Knights  at  the  Round  Table, 
and  ironically,  they  spend  their  nights  (and  days)  at  a round  table  devising  plans  to 
conquer  the  world.  Never  before  has  this  enigma  been  revealed,  but  I was  able  to 
uncover  some  truth  to  the  legend. 

Friday,  January  7th,  2004 

The  boys  back  at  the  station  hooked  me  up  with  this  transmission.  It  arrived  at 
about  11:45  in  the  P.M.  as  a detailed  MSN  conversation  between  two  supposedly 
influential  figures  of  the  organization  (shown  below). 


ChixDigMorpheus  says 

so  kehnn's  telling  me  that  he  nammg  sword  could 
deteal  my  knave's  shield  any  day  so  I says,  maybe  rt 
we  were  playing  dungeons  & dragons,  but  the  was 
DECKMASTERS  babytl  5$ 

MrLivTyter  says 

tru  but  dude,  you’ll  never  guess  wtiat 
happened  tonight  with  eugene  he  talked 
to  a gift!!!  ^ 

ChixDigMorpheus  says 

BY  THE  STAFF  OF  GANDALFI"  WHAT  DID  HE  SAY7I7 
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MrUvTyler  says 

so  we're  playing  dungeons  & dragons  and 
eugene's  all  into  it  as  usual,  three  hoi 
chicks  walk  in  looking  tor  the  atm 
machine  but  realize  its  out  ot  service  so 
eugene's  about  to  attack  my  goblin  doom 
squad,  when  one  ol  the  girts  asks  him 
where  the  closest  bank  is  he  gets  aD 
scared  but  manages  to  say  't-l-towards 
main  street'  the  chicks  seem  impressed 
and  they  ask  him  his  name. 

MrLivTyler  says 
but  the  dude  bluils  out 
"DWARFHUNTER’-  who  the  hell  says 
IhaL 

ChixDigMorpheus  says 
LOUI0 

MrlivTyler  says 

so  they  ask  him  again  and  so  he  says, 
eugene'  get  this,  then  the  chicks  ask 
him  to  slop  being  a joker  and  leD  them  his 
real  name  HAHAHI! 

ChixDigMorpheus  says 
you  laugh  seymour.  but  that  s more  acton  6ian  any  ol  us 
have  seen  in  a very  long  time  i m gonna  have  to 
acknowledge  this  at  ow  next  meeting  eugene  may 
prove  to  be  a very  strong  asset  to  The  Cause  and 


The  rest  of  this  transmission  was  lost,  but 
it  does  allude  to  some  sort  of  organiza- 
tion. This  detective  found  the  nature  of 
the  conversation  less  disturbing  than  the 
fact  that  human  beings  play  Dungeons 
& Dragons  on  Friday  nights  - an  indica- 
tion that  we  are  dealing  with  a force  more 
frightening  than  previously  conceived. 

Saturday,  January  15th,  2004 
The  next  week,  I was  able  to  uncover  more 
discussion  which  took  place  just  outside 
the  shop.  The  following  conversation  was 
recorded  at  3:13  P.M.  It  takes  place  be- 
tween two  young  men,  Anthony  and  Dave, 
who  from  this  observer’s  standpoint  use 
an  insane  amount  of  gel.  Dave  is  soon  ap- 
proached by  a third  man: 

Dave:  Eh,  bro...  Lucid  was  sick  last  night. 
Did  you  see  Elena?  She  was  mint! 

Anthony:  Last  night  was  clutch,  D,  with 
MOMO  rims!!! 

(small  man  dressed  in  elf  attire  approach- 
es Dave) 

Elf:  Hey,  I thought  I saw  you  David.  Da- 
vid? What's  with  the  gel? 


Fantasy  7.  Swift  wings  will  carry  us  to  victory! 

Anthony:  Yo,  Dave.  Who  is  this  guy? 

At  that  point,  my  recording  device  died,  but  nothing  significant  was  further  re- 
vealed. This  David  and  elf-character  appear  to  be  in  some  sort  of  hidden  alliance 
unknown  to  the  third  person,  Anthony.  A deeper  explanation  reveals  that  David 
has  assimilated  himself  into  another  social  group.  Perhaps  to  contact  or  recruit 
other  potential  members  of  the  cause?  I can’t  say  for  sure,  but  further  investiga- 
tion is  in  order. 

Sadly,  I have  not  uncovered  much  more,  but  I fear  that  they  are  on  to  my  detective 
work.  The  other  day,  I received  a cryptic  but  threatening  email  explaining  that  if 
I didn’t  retreat  my  operation,  I would  “feel  the  wrath  of  a force  more  formidable 
than  the  Riders  of  Rohan.”  Whatever  that  means.  I will  continue  to  keep  my  eye 
fixed  on  the  Games  Parlour,  much  like  Sauron’s  eye  was  fixed  on  Frodo  in  Lord  of 
the...  Oh  my,  they  got  me  talking  like  them.  Take  caution.  Take  heed.  And  may 
God  have  mercy  on  our  souls. 

...and  so  ends: 

CASE  #5537-8008: 

LOCATION:  THE  GAMES  PARLOUR 
“THE  KNIGHTS  AT  THE  ROUND  TABLE” 


Dave  (looking  rather  embarrassed):  Uh.... 

Elf:  Irregardless.  I just  wanted  to  let  you  know  that  tonight,  at  the  meeting,  bring 
your  light  saber  and  also  we’ll  be  reexamining  the  plot  of  Legend  of  Zelda  and  Final 


A Reading  From  The  Book  of  Trasheus- 
Novellus, 

Ch.  12,  v.  2-14. 


2.  And  it  came  to  pass  that  there  was  a 
drought  in  the  land  of  Torontus.  After 
many  dry  days  and  nights,  the  people 
of  Torontus  became  afeared.  And  they 
chose  a delegate  from  amongst  the  men, 
one  who  would  go  in  search  of  water, 
beyond  the  desert. 

3.  And  in  that  time  there  was  a young 
shepherd  boy  in  the  town,  called 
Haphallus.  And  the  people  of  Torontus 
saw  him,  and  sent  his  father,  the  shep- 
herd Annus,  to  call  him. 

4.  And  Annus  spake  unto  Haphallus, 
saying:  Haphallus  my  son,  on  the  first 
day  of  the  next  moon  ye  will  journey 
unto  the  mountains,  and  find  some 
water  to  satisfy  the  thirst  of  our  people. 
And  Haphallus,  seeing  the  peoples’ 
plight,  agreed.  And  in  that  town  there 
was  a great  feast,  and  they  did  roast 
a lamb  of  Annus'  keeping,  in  celebra- 
tion of  the  quenching  that  would  soon 
brought  unto  them. 

5 . And  thus  on  the  First  day  of  the  Fourth 
moon  of  the  First  month,  Haphallus  set 
upon  the  road  from  Torontus,  through 
the  desert.  With  him  he  had  a compan- 
ion Dorcas,  son  of  Hheffus,  where  the 
H is  silent. 

6.  And  when  night  came  Haphallus 
spake  unto  Dorcas,  son  of  Hheffus, 
where  the  H is  silent,  saying:  It  is  night, 
and  I am  in  need  of  rest.  Beholden  to 
them  was  the  town  of  Saint  Givus-He- 
dor,  and  so  they  set  upon  the  path  to  the 
village. 

7.  And  in  that  town  was  a milkmaid 
called  Bedme,  daughter  of  Pammus. 
From  her  stoop  she  beheld  the  travel- 
lers, and  invited  them  in  to  take  their 
rest. 

8.  And  she  gave  unto  them  bread  and 
wine  and  rest,  and  then  came  her  sister 
Sarah,  who  saw  that  it  was  good. 


9.  And  the  travellers  did  drink  three 
bottles  of  wine  apiece,  and  Dorcas,  son 
of  Hheffus  where  the  H is  silent,  did 
brake  the  bottles  upon  the  stoop,  and 
thus  did  he  come  to  lose  consciousness, 
and  lay  in  the  pig-slop,  until  Sarah  re- 
trieved him,  and  put  him  to  sleep. 

10.  And  Haphallus  did  stay  drinking 
with  Bedme,  and  did  entertain  her  with 
games  of  ‘Red  or  Black?’  until  she  did 
kiss  him,  and  then  she  led  him  to  her 
bedchamber. 

11.  And  Haphallus  did  drop  her  linen 
under-cloth,  and  thus  undressed  she 
did  stand  before  him  like  a naked 
cherub.  And  he  did  kiss  her  neck,  and 
there  left  on  her  a mark  the  size  of  a 
gold  piece.  And  she  detached  his  wool- 
en loincloth,  given  him  by  his  mother, 
Delilah  of  Lema,  which  had  given  way 
to  a tent. 

12.  And  Haphallus  said  unto  Bedme: 
Thou  shalt  lie  upon  the  bed,  whilst  I 
retrieve  the  protection  which  shall  be 
best  used  to  protect  you. 

13.  And  upon  his  return  he  did  bring  the 
candlestick,  and  he  lit  the  mood-lights 
and  the  sticks  of  lemongrass  incense 
that  lay  there.  And  he  lay  down  with 
her,  and  she  spread  upon  them  the  doe 
skins  she  had.  And  she  commanded  of 
him  an  offering,  which  he  did  perform 
on  her  until  she  did  cry  out,  and  after 
they  did  fornicate,  and  he  came  unto 
her,  and  he  saw  that  it  was  good. 

14.  And  thus  it  came  to  pass  on  the 
seventh  day  after  the  Fortnight  of  the 
Second  Month  there  was  created  a day 
of  loving,  and  the  people  did  celebrate 
and  they  feasted  on  the  wines,  am 
champagnes,  and  the  chocolates,  ant 
the  heart  candies,  and  the  other  aphro 
disiacs,  and  they  saw  that  it  was  good. 
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Top  7 

Rock  Songs 
of  All  Time 


Nirvana  - Smells  Like  Teen  Spirit:  This 
ong  helped  me  through  some  of  the 
arkest  periods  of  my  life.  Everywhere 
went  my  intelligence  was  mocked  and 
erided.  I felt  something  was  missing 
nside  of  me,  that  I was  lacking  some- 
ling  and  if  only  I had  been  born  with 
life  would  be  so  much  better.  But 
then  I heard  this  song  - the  drugged- 
ut  drawl,  the  inane  lyrics,  and  within 
hem  the  words  that  cleared  away  the 
obwebs  of  my  mind.  I realized  that  I 
vas  not  born  dumb,  but  that  Kurt  Co- 
ain  had  made  me  dumb.  It, was  his 
ontagious  stupidity  that  had  caused 
me  to  turn  into  an  imbecile.  Thank  you, 
Kurt,  for  making  me  realize  that  I was 
blameless  all  along. 

The  Beatles  - Hey  Jude:  All  those  deep 
nd  meaningful  Beatles  songs  scare 
me.  I want  something  shallow,  a piece 
of  easy  music,  something  I can  listen 
o while  doing  statistics  and  not  get 
distracted.  Hey  Jude  is  that  song,  that 
perfect  blend  of  melody  and  emptiness. 

soothing  way  to  claim  you’re  a fan  of 
the  “greatest  band  ever”  without  hav- 
ng  to  actually  listen  to  anything. 

The  Smashing  Pumpkins  - 1979:  This 
s a song  that  gives  hope.  If  a band 
could  become  so  well  loved  - and  in- 
deed a singer  so  positively  adored  - as 
the  Smashing  Pumpkins  and  Billy  Cor- 
gan  managed  on  the  strength  of  this 
song,  with  one  of  the  most  monotonous 
singing  voices  ever  recorded,  why,  even 
could  become  a star!  Just  loop  a piece 
of  guitar  work  over  and  over,  and  do 
some  spoken  word  over  it.  Genius! 

Metallica  - Enter  Sandman:  Metallica 
used  to  be  an  inaccessible  band  - they 
were  very  hard  to  like.  What  with  all 
the  serious  themes,  complex  song 
structures,  long  instrumental  solos 
that  showed  their  skills  - where  would 
the  radio  stations  fit  the  ads  in?  Luck- 
ily they  decided  to  release  an  album 
that  fixed  all  these  flaws,  with  shorter, 
simpler  songs,  no  solos,  and  themes  no 
more  challenging  than  a teen  horror 
movie.  Thanks  Metallica,  now  I too  can 
claim  to  be  a metal  head!  Woohoo! 

Pink  Floyd  - Another  Brick  In  The 
Wall:  Yeah!  Down  with  school!  I used 
to  toss  of  lines  from  this  song  all  the 
time  in  high  school.  I was  the  coolest 
kid.  This  one  time  the  teacher  asked  me 
why  I left  half  the  questions  on  my  al- 
gebra test  completely  blank  and  I yelled 
out  “We  don’t  need  no  thought  control!” 
and  the  whole  class  started  laughing,  at 
the  dumb  thought-controlling  teacher 
of  course.  You  hear  me,  you  stupid  pro- 
fessors? “Leave  us  kids  alone!”  Yeah! 

John  Lennon  - Imagine:  You  know 
what  I want  to  do?  I want  to  start  a new 
political  party.  It’ll  be  called  Imagine, 
and  this  song  will  be  its  manifesto.  The 
party  will  do  everything  proclaimed 
in  this  song  and  won’t  do  anything  the 
song  doesn’t  mention.  We’ll  soon  rule 
the  world  and  live  happily  ever  after, 
with  the  dolphins  and  the  baby  seals 
and  the  hemp  furniture  and  it’ll  be 
groovy,  man!  Remember,  I’m  not  the 
only  nutcase,  I mean  dreamer! 

■ Starship  - We  Built  This  City:  Now 
! usually  I shun  hard  rock  as  the  domain 
; of  aggressive,  maladjusted  boors,  but 
; this  is  a song  I can’t  help  humming 

• along  to!  What  really  pumps  me  up  is 

! the  strident  anti-commercialism.  Stay- 
! ing  true  to  their  roots,  Starship  really 
; know  how  to  tell  the  nasty  corporates 

• to  back  off  from  the  music!  I really 

• must  salute  this  song  as  the  height  of 

• 80s  rock  and  roll. 

• -Praveer  Sharma 
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Arts  Student  Barely  Makes  It  Out  Alive 


This  past  Godiva  Week,  something 
heretofore  unprecedented  occurred. 
One  brave  arts  student  dared  to 
venture  into  the  exotic,  body  odor 
drenched  world  of  the  Engineering 
faculty.  In  a search  for  new  and  ex- 
citing life  forms,  this  mathematically 
challenged  individual  decided  Godiva 
Week  would  be  the  ideal  time  to  ob- 
serve engineers  “interacting”.  As  it  is 
the  most  treasured  of  all  weeks  for  en- 
gineers, it  provided  a perfect  forum  for 
a non-affiliate  to  examine  their  social 
and  mating  habits,  religious  rituals  , 
and  psychological  phenomena.  This 
courageous  soul  goes  by  the  name  of 
Delia  Jacobson. 

Jacobson  now  refuses  to  leave  the 
safety  of  the  artsy  haven  known  as  Vic- 
toria College.  Although  she  declined  to 
discuss  her  experience,  the  notes  she 
took  during  the  night  that  “changed 
her  life”  tell  her  tale.  They  were  found 
in  a crumpled  pile  under  a bar  stool 
at  Einstein’s  Bar  and  Pub,  completely 
soaked  in  beer. 


8:30  pm 

I am  in  the  Sanford  Fleming  building, 
the  mother  ship  of  all  things  engineer- 
ing. What  is  that  awful  smell?  I must 
find  me  a nose  plug  post  haste! 

8:30  pm  ( number  two) 

Aha!  A shiny  beige  nose  plug  is  on  the 
table  right  next  to  me!  I am  fully  incog- 
nito now.  The  nose  plug  was  the  perfect 
finishing  touch  to  my  disguise.  Now  they 
all  think  I’m  weird  and  nerdy,  which 
takes  one  far  in  these  parts. 

8:32  pm 

I’ve  wandered  around  the  atrium  and 
things  seem  pretty  normal.  Drinks  have 
been  consumed  and  there  are  many 
males  walking  around  without  shirts. 


I detect  a subtle  process  of  continuous 
sweat  precipitation  in  this  building. 
This  could  very  well  be  a Turkish  bath- 
house. It’s  like  a free  facial.  Yay!  Where 
are  they  all  going? 

8:40  pm 

I have  followed  my  subjects  to  their 
place  of  worship.  They  call  it  “Ein- 
steins". I have  observed  a curious  ritual 
where  one  guy  must  pull  his  pants  down 
on  command.  What  does  this  mean? 
He  seems  to  enjoy  it.  There  is  so  much 
I don’t  understand.  Those  gaudy  con- 
struction hats,  the  purple  paint,  those 
leather  jackets  with  cryptic  messages 
on  them.  Hmmm.  I can  always  count 
on  Sigismund  Freud  to  explain  things. 
Maybe  he  can  help  me  out  now. 

8:50  pm 

These  people,  these  “engineers"  are  all 
obviously  suffering  from  the  Penis  Envy 
Complex.  Yes,  all  those  measurements 
they  make  fall  flat  in  the  face  of  this  re- 
alization. Classic  case  of  over  compensa- 
tion. 


9:00  pm 

It  seems  I am  having  “fun”.  Hey...  what 
the- 

8:30  pm 

I am  in  the  Sanford  Fleming  building. 
How  did  this  nose  plug  get  on  me? 

It  took  Delia  Jacobson  a whole  week  to 
realize  that  the  nose  plug  was  in  fact  a 
time  released  time  portal.  Once  it  is 
placed  on  the  nose , it  causes  its  wearer 
to  relive  the  same  half  hour  until  it  is 
removed.  This  is  a sly  device  built  by  a 
group  of  EngSci  super-nerds  in  the  in- 
terest of  protecting  coveted  engineer- 
ing society  secrets  from  curious  arts 
students.  The  unidentified  mastermind 
behind  the  “nose-plug  for  nosey  artsies” 
said, “If  they  can’t  handle  the  smell, 
they  shouldn’t  be  here.  That’s  that." 
Delia  was  able  to  escape  the  sinister 
time  loop,  but  who  knows  how  many 
others  are  trapped  in  one  at  this  very 
moment. 

-Marin  Turk 


International  Committee  Meets  to 
Lay  Down  New  Rules  of  War 


INTERNATIONAL  WATERS  (AP)  - On 
a ship  that  was  set  out  to  sea  with  all 
of  its  passengers  gagged  and  blind- 
folded so  as  to  maintain  secrecy,  the 
International  Committee  of  Interna- 
tional War  Rules  met  last  Wednesday 
to  confirm  a change  in  how  things  are 
conducted  around  these  parts.  Besides 
a few  rather  arbitrary  points  that  were 
established,  such  as  who  will  bring  the 
sandwiches  and  who  will  be  assigned 
the  paper  plates  for  the  next  meet- 
ing, the  Committee  also  decided  that 
it  would  be  best  for  the  rules  of  war  to 
follow  a system  which  has  already  been 
established  and  has  proven  effective  in 
regulating  the  game  of  squash  (hard- 
ball double  rules  only,  of  course). 

Although  the  members  toyed  around 
with  using  basketball  as  their  basis 
for  conducting  acts  of  war,  something 
which  could  potentially  affect  entire 
generations  of  human  life,  Winthrop 
Gamier  fought  for  the  rules  of  squash, 
since  unlike  basketball,  “You  have  to 
win  by  two.” 

Since  the  mandate  was  passed  almost 
a week  ago,  the  decision  has  met  with 
varying  degrees  of  controversy,  namely 
from  countries  like  France,  where  they 
would  have  preferred  the  rules  of  Bocce 
and  the  United  States,  where  George 
Bush  grumpily  made  the  following 
statement:  “But  I really  like  horse- 
shoes, you  guys.” 

In  order  to  get  the  word  out  about  these 
rule  changes,  a placard  was  posted  on 
the  wall  of  every  country  in  the  world, 
just  in  case.  Some  suggested  that  put- 
ting rules  on  only  one  wall  per  country 
might  hinder  someone  in  New  Mexico 
from  seeing  this  wall  of  rules  in  Dela- 
ware, for  example.  However,  the  Inter- 
national Committee  for  Photocopying 
Important  Documents  responded  that 
“Due  to  the  rising  price  of  oil,  the  price 
of  photocopying  has  risen  eight  hun- 
dred percent.  Thus,  we  could  only  af- 
ford one  wall  per  nation.” 

To  that  end,  the  Committee  has  asked 
that  all  responsible  newspapers  print  a 
brief  synopsis  of  the  rules  that  must  be 
followed  when  engaging  in  war. 

-Annie  Unnold 


The  Rules  of  Squash  and  Just 
Recently.  War: 

(1)  One  must  wear  goggles 
when  declaring  war  upon  an- 
other nation. 

If  this  rule  is  violated,  the  country 
upon  whom  war  is  being  declared 
has  the  full  right  to  hit  small  round 
balls  into  the  eyes  of  the  declaring 
nation  with  a racquet.  Bullets  may 
be  substituted  for  balls  at  any  point. 

(2)  At  least  one  foot  must  be  in 
the  box  to  serve. 

(3)  At  “fourteen  all,”  provided 
the  score  has  not  been  “thir- 
teen all,”  the  side  which  has 
first  reached  the  score  of  four- 
teen must  announce  one  of  the 
following: 

(i)  “Shotgun  using  nuclear  weapons!” 

(ii)  "Let’s  just  stick  with  buckshot  for 
the  moment.” 

(4)  The  ball  can  only  bounce 
once. 

In  other  words,  if  you  send  a ship 
into  the  enemy’s  port  and  like,  it 
hits  a dock  and  bounces  off  or  some- 
thing. tough  shit,  because  it  already 
bounced  once  and  you  can’t  come 
back. 

(5)  The  first  shot  must  be  made 
from  above  the  red  line. 

This  involves  some  research  on  the 
part  of  the  serving  country,  since  the 
red  line  will  be  determined  based 
on  which  communist  country  is  be- 
ing fought  for  or  against.  Watching 
a James  Bond  film  circa  1963  will 
prove  helpful  in  making  these  deter- 
minations. 

(6)  If  an  enemy  soldier  impedes 
a critical  shot,  you  may  call  a 
stroke. 

This  means  that  if  a Private  stands  in 
front  of  a Major  blocking  your  snip- 
er’s line  of  sight,  a point  is  automati- 
cally awarded  to  your  team.  ^ 


X* 

II  systems  Ip 

Your  home  needs  protection... 

...X-perienced,  X-pert,  X-CON  protection! 


We’il  make  sure  that 
all  of  your  locks  are 
fixed!  We’ll  even  make 
a copy  of  the  key  for 
ourselves...  so  that  if 
you  ever  get  locked 
out,  you  can  call 
X-CON  for  help! 
X-CON  keeps  those 
ether-burglars  OUT! 


Secure  wiring  that 
keeps  your  home  safe 
but  also  has  a secret 
backdoor  in  case  you 
forget  your  keys!  We’ll 
even  keep  the  back- 
door a secret  from  you 
until  you  need  to  use 
it!  You  can  trust 
X-CON! 


Dedicated  overnight 
X-CON  workers  will 
test  your  windows 
daily  to  make  sure 
that  they’re  secure! 
We’ll  even  provide 
mock  robbery  situa- 
tions to  ensure  that 
your  shit  is  safe! 


Been  there,  done  that.  HON  lias  the  experience.  Irnst  us. 


International  Marketing 

TaKEtL7c  MF XT  LEVEL 


Take  your  degree  to  a 
whole  new  level  of  success. 


In  just  two  semesters,  learn  the  marketing  concepts 
and  skills  that  drive  successful  and  global  business. 

Call  416-675-6622,  ext.  3207  or  email 

peter  madolt@humber.  ca  for  further  information. 

Apply  for  all  Business  School  programs  at  the 
OCAS  web  site  - www.ontariocolleges.ca 


Seating 


(ft  HUMBER 

The  Business  School 

www.buslness.humberc.on.ca 
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Do  you  love  animals?  Do  you  love  tickling?  And  most  of 
all  ...  do  you  love  hugging  things???  Well,  if  “snuggling” 
up  with  a good  book  sounds  like  your  idea  of  a fun-filled 
Reading  Week,  then  grab  yourself  a copy  of  Monkey 
See,  Monkey  Zoo!  This  soft,  plushy  animal  book  is  100% 
huggable,  but  still  tough  enough  to  withstand  even  the 
snottiest  and  drooliest  of  readers.  Whether  climbing  up 
to  your  treehouse,  defending  your  sofa  cushion  castle, 
or  just  peeing  in  the  corner  of  a sandbox  - this  book  lets 
you  bring  the  adventure  along!  5/5  Bananas!” 

-Alex  Wun 

..-I—  ■■  ii  ■ -n-iiMMaaMawwi.  i ■■  in.  !■  .n  in  ^ Jinn  u nr...  I 


“It’s  about  a journey  into  the  deep  jungle  of 
mathematics,  searching  for  the  ultimate  proof.  Join 
Newton  and  Taylor  as  they  throw  numbers  about  in  an 
attempt  to  manipulate  differential  equations.  Curves, 
arrows,  integrals,  and  hilarity  ensue!  Imagine  the 
suspense  when  you  discover  the  equation  you’ve  been 
working  only  satisfies  two  of  the  three  conditions 
necessary!  Colourful  pictures  help  follow  along  with  the 
story.  And  just  wait  until  you  see  how  many  times  the 
number  5 is  used.  I know  I’m  excited!” 

-Sean 


Hockin 


I have  to  say,  I was  pretty 
skeptical  about  this  self-help  book, 
especially  since  I’ve  always  been 
very  self-confident.  The  minute  I 
started  reading,  however,  I 
realized  my  mistakes.  Being 
myself  around  men  and  dressing 
classily  so  as  to  leave  a little  to  the 
imagination  was  not  the  answer 
after  all.  I’ll  never  do  that  again!” 
-Lucy  Malbourne 

——ii 
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Hey  Kids! 

We  know  there  are  soooo  many  books  out  there  that  you  don’t  even 
know  which  ones  you  should  read.  It’s  really  hard  to  decide  be- 
tween “Polly  the  Ho”  and  “Max  the  Dealer”  because  they  both  have 
such  pretty  pictures!  Some  books  like  “Bobby  gets  Excited”  even 
have  pop-up  parts!  The  Toike  has  decided  to  make  life  easier  on 
you  kiddos!  Here  are  some  books  that  we  LOVE  and  recommend! 


“A  must-read  for  anyone  who 
loves  the  alphabet,  but  who’s 
also  really  interested  in  looking 
at  exciting  illustrations  of 
intercourse.  I couldn’t  put  it 
down,  but  when  I did,  I noticed 
that  my  pants  were  sticky!” 
-Jonathan  Hubner 

V___ 


“This  is  about  a young  man  coming  to  grips 
with  his  own  sexuality  with  the  help  of  his 
friends  and  little  caterpillar  named  Jerry.  It 
has  everything  you’d  want  in  a book:  romance, 
daring  sword  fights,  far-off  adventure,  and  a 
prince  in  disguise!  I was  on  the  edge  of  my 
seat  from  the  first  page  till  the  very  last.  And  if 
you  like  this  one  there  is  a sequel  being  written 
as  we  speak.  You  can  find  this  book 
underneath  Alex  Wun’s  pillow.  You  may  have  to 
pick  the  lock  a bit  but  it  is  well  worth  it.” 

II  -Mei  Ling  Chen 


Did  You  Hear  The  One  About 
The  Polite  Canadian? 

Paul  Martins  Favorite  Racist  Jokes 

* 

'X 


L 


V®oo  GOogtPTfBo©  ®oo© 


“This  collection  of  Paul  Martin’s  favourite 
racist  jokes  is  the  most  multi-cultural  and 
inclusive  compilation  of  its  kind  ever  to 
hit  the  printing  press,  this  book  should 
make  every  Canadian  proud.” 

-Marin  Turk 
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“I  Was  Fucking  Talking!” 

A DISCUSSION  OF  IMPROPER  CONVERSATION  TECHNIQUES 


Don’t  you  hate  it  when  you're  sitting 
with  a bunch  of  friends,  telling  the 
hilarious  story  of  how  your  Uncle  Ted 
is  afraid  of  pickles,  when  someone 
comes  up  and  cracks  a quick  joke  that 
has  your  friends  on  the  floor  laughing? 
Doesn’t  it  tick  you  off  when  you’re  talk- 
ing with  a friend 
and  they  suddenly 
see  someone  they 
haven’t  seen  since 
two  summers  ago 
and  you  get  cut  off 
mid-sentence?  I 
know  I do. 

1 can’t  stand  be- 
ing interrupted. 

I know  a lot  of 
people  don't  like 
it  either,  but  1 hate 
it  even  more.  Seri- 
ously, the  stuff  1 
have  to  say  is  so 
much  more  important  than  what  other 
people  have  to  say.  People  just  need  to 
learn  to  wait  until  I’m  done  speaking 


before  they...  what  the  hell?  What  the 
hell  is  this?  Where  did  this  article  come 
from?  I had  hardly  even  started  ranting 
about  people  interrupting  when  BAM! 
This  article  comes  out  of  nowhere,  right 
in  the  middle  of  mine!  It’s  not  even 
funny!  Who  cares  about  the  cold?  We 
all  know  how  cold 
it  is!  This  isn’t 
anything  new! 
Who  does  Sean 
Hockin  think  he 
is?  What  the  fuck 
is  his  problem? 
Doesn’t  he  know 
that  I have  impor- 
tant stuff  to  talk 
about?  Apparently 
not!  Well,  at  least 
his  article  is  done 
now.  I can  contin- 
ue talking  about... 
uh...  umm...  the 
cold?  No...  Shit! 
What  was  I talking  about? 

-Tom  Salem 


I’ve  never  found  a situation  more  awk- 
ward than  being  in  an  elevator.  You 
and  a couple  of  random  strangers  are 
thrown  into  a small  moving  box  just 
because  you  all  happen  to  be  going  in 
the  same  direction. 

Being  an  elevator  veteran  myself,  I’ve 
found  that  there  are  a few  rules  that 
must  always  be  followed.  Here  are 
some  of  my  observations. 

While  waiting  for  an  elevator  there  are 
certain  conversation  topics  you  are 
limited  to.  You  may  only  talk  about  the 
elevator  and  how  slow  it  is.  Here’s  an 
example: 

Elevator’s  pretty  slow,  eh?” 

Yes.” 

If  there  is  an  awkward  silence,  press 
the  elevator  button  again  numerous 
times  so  that  it  may  come  faster.  The 
time  in  which  the  elevator  arrives  is 
proportional  to  the  rate  at  which  you 
press  the  button.  Since  velocity  is  a vec- 
tor, if  you  accidentally  pull  the  button 
the  elevator  will  move  in  the  opposite 
direction.  So  be  careful. 

Once  you  get  in  the  elevator  all  conver- 
sation must  stop.  No  one  is  allowed  to 
talk  because  everyone  else  will  hear  the 
conversation.  You  must  keep  your  eyes 
on  the  floor  counter,  or  the  floor  itself. 


If  a conversation  does  occur  in  an  el- 
evator, there  must  only  be  one.  If  a sec- 
ond conversation  starts  it  will  lead  to 
madness.  Madness  which  will  inevita- 
bly end  like  those  Tostitos  commercials. 
Sure  they  looked  like  they  were  having 
fun,  but  you  never  saw  the  aftermath. 
And  it  wasn’t  good. 

What’s  more  awkward  is  when  every- 
one else  knows  each  other  except  for 
you.  And  you  stand  there  trying  to  get 
in  on  the  good  times  but  they  won’t  let 
you.  Because  no  one  likes  you. 

Unless  it  is  full  you  can  only  stand 
against  one  of  the  walls  of  the  elevator. 
Standing  in  the  middle  will  require  ev- 
eryone else  to  stare  at  you  uncomfort- 
ably. Once,  all  the  walls  were  taken  up 
by  crazy  Japanese  business  people  who 
all  knew  each  other.  I was  left  to  stand 
awkwardly  alone  in  the  middle.  I had  to 
laugh  along  and  pretend  I was  Japanese. 
I told  them  my  name  was  Kawashi. 

I hope  you  all  learn  something  from 
this.  Of  course,  if  you’re  stuck  in  an  el- 
evator for  a few  hours  the  rules  may  be 
a bit  more  relaxed.  Conversation  topics 
can  be  about  the  weather  or  how  the  el- 
evator isn’t  moving,  for  example: 

“Elevator’s  not  going  anywhere,  eh?” 

“Yeah.” 


SICK 

and  tired 
of  exams? 

For  a fee,  we'll  infect 
you  with  the  flu! 

You  can  choose  from 
one  of  the  following: 

-an  Asian  flu  injection 
-an  influenza  A,  B or  C injection 
-a  swine  flu  injection 
-a  snot  nosed  kid  coughing 
-a  TTC  subway  pole 
- the  unkept  ass  of  a leper 


for  more  details  call: 

1-555-FLU-'N-YOU 


I’m  Freaking  Cold! 

By  Sean  Hockin 

It’s  that  time  of  year  again;  the  time  when  you  inadver- 
tently freeze  your  hand  to  your  dick.  Even  though  their 
mouths  ore  frozen  shut,  your  friends  will  laugh  at  you. 
That's  why  you  have  to  be  careful  in  the  cold.  Slipping 
on  icy  patches  or  getting  your  tongue  stuck  to  a pole, 
those  arc  winter  hazards.  Everyone  will  laugh  at  you. 
The  best  defence  is  a distraction.  Before  everyone  sees 
you  slip,  push  someone  else  onto  the  frozen  ground  and 
laugh.  Chances  are  your  friends  will  laugh  along  with 
you,  thus  saving  you  from  chilly  embarrassment. 


What  Pisses  Me  Off 

By  Mei  Ling  Chen 


Get  Fit 


1.  People  who  give  themselves  a nickname: 

There’s  always  some  guy  trying  to  be  cool  and  for  some  reason  he’s  not  content 
with  Eugene  Sherman  or  whatever  name  his  mom  gave  him  so  he  goes  around 
telling  everyone  to  call  him  “The  Sharpie”. 

Well,  it  doesn’t  work  that  way,  buddy.  You  can’t  give  yourself  a nickname!  Nick- 
names are  earned  through  hilarious  events  or  interesting  quirks  like  “Mole-face” 
or  “slut”. 

2.  When  people  use  “conversate”: 

It’s  “converse”!!  CONVERSE!  Conversate  isn’t  a word.  There  is  a red  underline 
underneath  “conversate"  every  time  I type  it  in  Microsoft  Word  which  means  it’s 
not  a word!  GAH! 

3.  Couples  who  are  in  denial: 

They’re  not  talking  to  each  other  because  one  of  them  is  afraid  to  be  alone  while 
the  other  just  stopped  caring.  No  one’s  going  to  do  anything  so  they’re  going  to  stay 
together  when  they  both  know  that  it’s  pretty  much  over.  Inevitably  someone’s  go- 
ing to  get  hurt.  Well,  it’s  not  going  to  be  me  this  time,  Tom!  That’s  right,  I said  it! 

4.  People  who  don’t  swing  their  arms  when  they  walk: 

We  all  saw  that  Seinfeld  episode  and  had  a good  laugh.  But  when  you  actually  see 
someone  walk  that  way  you  realize  how  freaky  and  unnatural  it  actually  is.  You 
have  to  really  TRY  to  not  swing  your  arms  when  you  walk.  I bet  they’re  not  even 
human.  I’m  not  trying  to  be  funny.  I’m  genuinely  scared. 

5.  When  you’re  trying  to  clean  your  test  tubes  after  a chem  lab  and 
there’s  some  residue  at  the  bottom  but  the  you  can’t  reach  it  with  a 
brush  so  you  can’t  clean  it  off  and  you  know  that  if  you  don’t  get  rid  of  it 
it’ll  affect  the  results  of  the  next  lab  you  perform,  so  you  stick  your  fin- 
ger in  to  try  to  scratch  it  off  but  then  your  finger  gets  stuck  and  you’re 
going  to  have  to  break  the  test  tube  to  get  it  off  because  you  have  a fat 
finger  so  either  way  you’re  going  to  need  a new  test  tube: 

It  sucks. 

6.  Not  knowing  how  to  end  a Toike  article: 

Uhhhh.... 
aw,  crap. 

[The  Toike  is  not  responsible  forMei’s  constant  stream  of  bitter  articles  this  year. 
If  you  see  her  on  the  street,  please  buy  her  a milkshake  or  something] 


It’s  February,  one  month  into  the  new 
year  and  therefore  approximately  one 
month  since  you  forgot  about  your 
new  years  resolutions.  One  of  the 
most  common  of  these  is  “I  will  get 
into  shape  this  year”.  Since  I’m  not 
dating  you  or  looking  at  you  right  now, 
I usually  wouldn’t  care  about  whether 
you  were  pudgy  or  not.  But  this  year 
I’ve  been  driven  into  action  by  an 
alarming  increase  in  possibly  the  la- 
ziest activity  ever. 

Before  I describe  it,  a quick  pop  quiz: 
What  does  the  symbol  of  a man  sit- 
ting in  a wheelchair  mean?  Does  it 
mean  “Disabled”,  or  does  it  mean 
“Person  too  damn  lazy  to  move  their 
flabby  hand  to  open  a door"?  If  you 
gave  the  first  answer,  then  congratu- 
lations, because  you’re  smarter  than 
approximately  three-quarters  of 
the  people  I’ve  entered  power-door 


equipped  building  behind  over  the 
last  few  months. 

Don’t  get  me  wrong,  I appreciate  all 
the  modern  conveniences  of  our  but- 
ton pushing  society.  I like  the  way  I can 
push  a button  rather  than  spend  two 
hours  at  a stream  washing  my  clothes. 
If  I’m  carrying  a heavy  load,  pressing  a 
button  is  better  than  climbing  a flight  of 
stairs.  But  I believe  that  the  line  of  what 
you  should  be  able  to  do  for  yourself  is 
drawn  somewhere  before  opening  a 
goddamn  door.  Think  of  the  dangers  of 
becoming  so  dependent  on  machines! 
We’ve  always  known  that  someday  our 
technology  will  rise  up  to  overthrow  us, 
but  with  the  consolation  that  at  least 
the  downfall  of  human  civilization  will 
involve  the  mother  of  all  kickass  battles 
between  man  and  machine,  as  well  as 
leading  to  Arnold  Schwarzenegger  be- 
ing sent  back  in  time  to  make  some  of 
the  best  action  movies  ever.  But  pretty 
soon  all  the  machines  will  have  to  do  is 
lock  us  out  of  our  kitchens,  leading  to 
an  utterly  non-kickass  end  of  the  world 
as  everybody  quietly  starves  without 
any  giant  explosions  at  all. 

Not  to  mention  all  the  health  benefits 
of  keeping  fit.  New  medical  reports 
describing  the  dangers  of  using  your 
body  as  a mobile  lard  storage  chamber 
are  written  every  month,  though  it’s 
unclear  what  use  they  are,  as  anybody 


who  needs  a trained  medical  profes- 
sional to  tell  them  that  weighing  the 
same  as  a small  import  car  could  be 
unhealthy  probably  wouldn’t  under- 
stand the  strange  squiggly  marks  on 
the  paper  unless  Jerry  Springer  read 
them  out  as  his  final  thought. 

It’s  not  as  if  it’s  hard  to  get  involved  - U 
of  T features  enough  sports  activities 
to  keep  a team  of  hyperactive  pentathe- 
letes  occupied  from  now  u ntil  doomsday 
(in  three  years,  when  the  machines  at- 
tack). Football,  soccer,  basketball,  fris- 
bee  - you  name  it,  and  there’s  a group 
of  people  out  there  dedicated  to  getting 
damn  good  at  it,  and  another  group 
who  like  to  do  it  for  a laugh.  Some  of 
the  greatest  martial  artists  in  history 
reached  the  peak  of  physical  condition 
with  nothing  but  inner  strength  and 
stacks  of  boards  that  they  totally  hated. 
You  have  access  to  enough  Knowledge 
from  the  Orient  to  turn  you  into  some- 
thing like  a descendant  of  Bruce  Lee 
who  was  thrown  out  of  the  family  for 
being  too  good  at  kicking  ass. 

So  stop  pressing  that  button,  get  up  off 
the  couch,  get  out  and  get  going.  You’ll 
feel  better,  look  better,  and  when  some- 
one else  thinks  you  look  better  and 
does  something  about  it,  you’ll  feel  a lot 
better! 

-Luke  McKinney 


Continuing  education 
that  keeps  you  moving. 


Our  off-campus  courses  will  teach  you  to  reuse  and  recycle 
your  valuable  skills  to  scrounge  new  career  opportunities. 
With  programs  to  help  build  your  bartering  and  evasive 
tactics,  who  knows  which  corner  you  will  land  on! 


Call  416-555-RYHI.  Classes  start  when  you  can  pay  tuition. 
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NEWS 

BRIEFS 


DEBATE  OVER  BEST  "QUEER" 
SHOW  SPAWNS  FiSTFIGHT 

HOLLYWOOD  (AP)  - Members  of  the 
official  fan  dubs  for  “Queer  Eye  for 
the  Straight  Guy”  and  “Queer  as  Folk” 
met  in  battle  this  past  weekend  near  a 
shady  highway  underpass  to  determine 
which  show  is  truly  better.  Whereas 
the  “Queer  Eye”  crew  consisted  mostly 
of  middle-aged  housewives  who  spend 
their  days  wishing  that  their  husbands 
were  cute  and  good-looking,  the  “QAF” 
gang  was  comprised  primarily  of  lonely 
teenage  girls  who  pine  after  their  sen- 
sitive gay-boy  friends  who  will  never, 
ever  get  with  them. 

When  the  dust  settled,  it  was  appar- 
ent that  no  one  had  come  out  the  vic- 
tor, proving  once  again  that  TV  shows 
aren’t  actually  real. 


SKELETON  OF  A THREE  LEGGED 
MAN  UNEARTHED 


SAHARA  (BBC)  - Archaeologists  dig- 
ging in  the  Sahara  have  unearthed  the 
fossilized  remains  of  a three-legged 
man.  The  extra  limb  is  a short  smooth 
bone,  approximately  six  inches  long, 
which  attaches  to  the  pelvis  in  between 
the  other  two  regular  sized  legs.  The 
three-legged  specimen  is  closely  re- 
lated to  Homo  Erectus  and  has  been 
named  Homo  Boner  after  its  discover- 
er Arthur  Boner.  Noting  Homo  Boner’s 
highly  mobile  hip  joints  that  are  ideal 
for  a repetitive  circular  motion,  many 
archaeologists  believe  it  was  used  for 
stirring  soup. 


MSN  ADDICTS  GO  OUT  TO 
LUNCH 


TORONTO  (Toike)  - Finally,  some 
students  are  coming  to  terms  with 
their  addiction  to  MSN  messenger. 
Jeffery  Squifferd  is  the  brains  behind 
the  newly  developed  support  group  he 
calls  “MSN  out-to-lunch”.  This  project 
entails  bringing  his  fellow  addicts  and 
their  laptops  together  in  a wireless 
lunching  environment  where  they  can 
stare  at  each  others  faces  even  though 
they  are  all  on  “away”  status.  Thus,  any 
delusions  that  people  are  not  ignoring 
them  online  will  be  swiftly  crushed. 
Ideally,  the  addict  will  revoke  their  for- 
mer habits  out  of  a desire  not  be  con- 
sistently ignored  by  multiple  people  at 
once. 

Results  are  not  guaranteed. 


Scientist  discovers  connection  between  sex  and  pregnancy 


Rocking  the  scientific  community  last 
week,  Nobel  Prize-winning  biologist 
Gerald  Edelman  discovered  a connec- 
tion between  sexual  intercourse  and 
the  onset  of  pregnancy.  In  the  past 
scientists  were  completely  baffled  by 
the  sudden  abdominal  swelling  of  cer- 
tain women  during  prime  reproductive 
age.  With  this  new  discovery  scientists 
believe  they  are  one  step  closer  to  un- 
derstanding Early  Onset  Pregnancy 
(EOP). 

The  discovery  was  made  last  week 
when  Edelman  engaged  in  sexual  in- 
tercourse. His  colleagues  were  shocked. 
What  surprised  them  further  is  the  fact 


that  a few  months  later  the  involved 
woman  began  to  balloon,  displaying 
the  early  symptoms  of  pregnancy.  Un- 
able to  discover  any  other  possible  ex- 
planation Edelman  hypothesized  that 
this  condition  was  caused  by  sex. 

Edelman  and  his  colleagues  set  out 
to  test  this  hypothesis  by  having  sex 
with  young  women  and  observing  the 
results.  Implementing  this  experiment 
proved  much  more  difficult  than  any  of 
them  had  suspected.  Asking  women  to 
'get  naked  for  my  experiment"  turned 
out  to  be  even  less  effective  than  it  had 
been  in  high  school.  With  these  failures 
in  mind  the  scientists  reluctantly  de- 
cided to  search  for  evidence  that  didn’t 
involve  them  getting  laid. 

Gay  bars  seemed  as  good  a place  to  start 
as  any.  But  they  could  not  find  one  case 
of  EOP  amongst  sexually  active  ho- 
mosexuals. Apparently  gay  men  were 
having  regular  sex  for  centuries  and 
have  never  become  pregnant.  Edelman 
accounted  for  the  discrepancy  by  pro- 
posing that  sex  from  behind  does  not 


lead  to  EOP.  He  had  himself  engaged 
in  frontal  intercourse  and  believed  this 
was  one  key  ingredient  for  pregnancy. 
To  be  sure  they  camped  out  in  the  park 
to  analyze  the  sexual  activity  of  dogs. 
After  months  of  watching  canines  hump 
doggy  style,  they  still  found  cases  of 
EOP.  Edelman  was  forced  to  abandon 
the  sex  from  behind  approach.  But  in 
the  process  he  discovered  that  female 
dogs  humped  by  uneutered  dogs  were 
more  likely  to  get  pregnant  than  male 
dogs  humped  by  neutered  dogs.  This 
suggested  that  there  was  not  only  a 
connection  between  sex  and  EOP  but 
testicles  as  well.  They  were  astounded. 

In  order  to  check  if  these  results  ap- 
plied to  humans  they  downloaded  lots 
of  porn.  These  informative  archives 
showed  men  and  women  engaged  in 
sexual  acts  in  numerous  positions  (in- 
cluding doggy  style).  But  hardly  any 
cases  of  pregnancy  appeared,  despite 
the  fact  that  almost  all  the  men  had 
testicles.  Apparently  sex  between  a 
women  and  man  with  testicles  was  not 
enough. 


All  hope  seemed  lost  and  Edelman  was 
on  the  verge  of  disavowing  the  connec- 
tion between  sex  and  pregnancy,  when 
as  a last  resort  they  began  talking  to 
pregnant  women.  Sure  enough  all  the 
women  they  conversed  with  had  en- 
gaged in  sexual  intercourse  with  an 
unneutered  male  within  the  past  nine 
months.  The  women  told  them  that  the 
reason  some  testicularly  endowed  men 
can  copulate  with  women  and  not  cause 
EOP  is  because  of  prophylactics. 

So  with  this  evidence  Edelman  finally 
concluded  that  there  was  a connection 
between  sex  and  EOP  after  all.  Edel- 
man is  now  doing  work  on  the  effects 
of  sex  on  pregnant  women.  He  is  trying 
to  discover  if  they  can  become  doubly 
pregnant  or  even  triply  so.  This  discov- 
ery has  also  prompted  new  research 
into  the  potential  connection  between 
pregnancy  and  babies.  No  documented 
case  of  birth  has  been  reported  without 
prior  pregnancy  but  rest  assured  Edel- 
man and  discover  the  truth. 

- Eli  Kizner-Priest 


Life  in  a Box 


As  a child  I would 
crawl  into  boxes  and 
sit  there  because  I 
thought  it  was  fun. 

Eventually  my  mom 
made  me  poke  air 
holes  in  the  boxes 
which  worked  out 
quite  well  for  me 
since  I would  then 
be  able  to  watch  TV. 

And  breathe. 

Since  then,  I have 
kept  my  small  stat- 
ure, so  not  too  long 
ago  a friend  of  mine 
asked  me  if  I would  ride  in  the  Chemical 
Engineering  chariot  for  Godiva  Week.  I 
wasn’t  too  sure  at  first.  But  when  I was 
told  I got  to  wear  a helmet,  I reluctantly 
accepted. 

Now  if  you’re  unfamiliar  with  the  Char- 
iot Race,  basically  every  discipline  in 
engineering  builds  a chariot  and  then 
races  them.  And  it’s  not  all  glamour 
and  fun  like  the  media  makes  it  out 
to  be.  It’s  actually  quite  violent  where 
engineers  of  other  disciplines  go  to  any 
lengths  to  prevent  you  from  winning.  I 
was  almost  flipped  on  my  head. 

My  job  was  the  easiest.  Instead  of  de- 
fending our  chariot  like  many  others 
I just  had  to  ride  it.  This  meant  being 
locked  in  a small  wooden  box  for  close 
to  an  hour  and  enduring  a very  bumpy 
ride.  Many  an  air  hole  was  drilled. 

While  I was  in  the  chariot  I began 


thinking  about  cer- 
tain aspects  of  my 
life.  I realized  that 
if  I wore  my  hair 
up  more  often  I can 
give  the  illusion 
that  I’m  taller.  Then 
they’d  finally  let 
me  ride  that  roller 
coaster.  Damn  car- 
nies. 

Sometimes  people 
on  the  outside 
would  ask  how  I 
was  doing.  This 
made  me  feel  im- 
portant and  special.  Most  of  the  time 
I’d  say  “I’m  good”,  but  once  in  a while 
I’d  switch  it  up  and  respond  with  “not 
too  shabby”  so  they’d  know  they  chose 
the  right  person  for  the  job. 

Finally  we  had  reached  the  finish  line. 
Someone  yelled  out  “Three  cheers  for 
Chem!"  and  everyone  cheered.  I want- 
ed to  cheer  too  but  I was  still  in  the  box. 
Being  let  out  of  the  box  was  the  most 
awesome  part.  I laughed,  I cried  and  I 
hugged  everyone.  I violated  a few  re- 
straining orders  but  damn  those  hugs 
were  worth  it. 

And  so  that  was  the  end  of  my  little  box 
adventure.  Now,  if  you  ever  have  a box 
and  you  need  someone  to  go  in  it,  you 
know  who  to  call... 

That  would  be  me. 

-Mei  Ling  Chen 


e i n°s  I e i n 


where  great  minds 
drink  alike! 

Weekly  Events: 

Man  vs.  Martini 
Mondays 

Toonle  Toosedays 

All-U-Can-Eat  Pasta 
and  Open  Mike 
Wednesdays 

Thirsty  Thursdays 

ApreSuds  Fridays 

Special  Events 
Saturdays 

Free  Pool 
and  a Steamin' 
Heap  O'  Comedy 
Sundays 

229  College  Street 
4 1 6/ 59  •STEIN 
www.ein-stein.ca 


Public  Administration 


he  mpxt  level 


C'  . 

Take  your  degree  to  a 
whole  new  level  of  success. 

With  a certificate  in  Public  Administration,  you’ll 
have  the  specialized  management  skills  you  need  for 
advanced  positions  in  the  govemment/public  sector. 

Call  416-675-6622,  ext.  3206  or  email 
ted.glenn@humber.ca  for  further  information. 

Apply  for  all  Business  School  programs  at  the 
OCAS  website  - wmv.ontariocolleges.ca 

Seating  is  Limited! 


0 


HUMBER 

The  Business  School 

www.buslness.humberc.o 


Seating  is  Limited! 


HUMBER 

The  Business  School 


Take  your  degree  to  a 
whole  new  level  of  success. 


In  only  two  semesters  in  Marketing  Management, 
you  can  have  some  of  the  most  sought  after 
business  skills. 


Call  416-675-6622,  ext.  3207  or  email 
peter.madott@humber.ca  for further  information. 
Apply  for  all  Business  School  programs  at  the 
OCAS  web  site  - mvw.ontariocolleges.ca 


We  don't  follow  the  flow, 
we  create  it. 
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THE  GEORGIA  STRAIGHT 

■THE  LOCAL  COMICS  scene  is  pretty  big  and 
flourishing.'  says  Robin  Fisha,  who  hosts  a 
weekly  CITR  show  on  comics  called  Ono- 
matopoeia (Thursdays  2 pan.  to  3 p.m.)  and 
works  behind  ihe  counter  at  RX  Comla  at 
2418  Main  Street. 

•Wlul  I like  besl  Is  there  are  always  new 
cartoonists,  nearly  every  month,'  Fisher 
says.  "1  see  people  at  art  shows  influenced 
by  comics,  a lot  ol  people  olways  doing 
comics.  Just  this  past  week,  a new  comic 
called  Almost  Evil  by  Dustin  Ladd  came  out. 
It’s  lunny  caitoons  with  sUclr  guys  but  really 
stylized,  and  I thought  II  was  really  excel- 
lent.  We  managed  to  sell  all  six  copies.' 

• NOVEMBER  18-25,  2004  • 41 


Page  11  - The  Toike  Oike,  Vol  XCVIII  - Issue  VI,  February  2005 


/ 

IS  THAT  URlNE, 

WHAT  18  WRPNGi  WITH 
YOUf  PEOPLE?!? 

/ 


1r>  cT>e  La.r>d  crpOppostCes... 


1r  sriLL  suicUs  ro  be  P-.  fCeLLp. 


Bad  Date  http  //cube30  keenspace.com  Cube  30  Toike  #3 


It  started  off  well  enough  We  were  really 
getting  on.  found  lots  to  talk  about,  having 
a good  time  and  all  that 

^ 

Then  completely  out  of  the  blue  she  tells 
me  that  she  has  no  respect  at  all  for 
herbodyl  She  said  that  she  has  no 
self-respect,  or  even  basic  sense,  and 
how  the  health  and  comfort  of  anybody 
else,  including  me,  meant 
nothing  at  all  to  her 


Back  so  soon?  I thought 
you  had  a date 


Wow.  that  sucks. 

She  really  said  all  that? 


j Pretty  muchj 


What?  I 
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